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PETER KOSTAKIS 


LA CHAMBRE D'ECOUTE 
(The Listening Room) 


On a hillock or a ram's head rests the chateau, Magritte, 
who vowed never to paint anything he could not see, supervises 
personally the lifting of an apple 14 meters in diameter, 12 
meters high. The object is to situate the fruit in a roofless 
mock-room Immediately next to his studio. Like hair strands of 
Diana shooting the artist's brain back to the ancient world in 
her bow, the pulleys flex. 

The project gains momentum in the form 
of hunting horns if we conceive space in terms of time, and set the 
clock forward beyond the duration required to guide booms and ropes, 
past the man-hours at the winch and before the easel, to the Instant 
Magritte completes his canvas. 

He gazes at the real apple as if 
it jfas a sore out of the familiarity of childhood. 

For a change 

of pace we turn the clock backward to an appointed stopj Huge 
Priam's Heart. Free of the cavity, armCd men are walking around, 
Magritte gets the idea and is ravished by it. Ears by the hundred 
form a choir of welcome. 

The apple tears faster along its girth 
as the blade makes a slit centimeters away from full-circle. 




WON'T BE HOME NO MORE 


I ran into a moaned tress 
saving a moorish day a famined 
Cyclops 

the gin face of my eagle 
Despite my eyes 

my eyes prayed to leer at a flower's garland 
The squealing patriot's bouquet who 
ate catastrophe's imported sand 
now a mean fool's 
gyre eye erases the pyramid 
elegant sizzling diagonal 
Calm knees sun as mortars' collars 
dust a despair vector's pair of pliers 
to spike my eyes 
All the world despite my eyes 

whose invitations are seaports nailed to a desert 


FOR ARF 


Growing I's, flowers growl 
congratulations 

The windjammer made its first down 
payment on a mountain 


LOVE IN VAIN 


A bayonet one hand over another interferes 
with the good belly which (dozing on its undernight) 
sleeps of harp and wouldn't dream of some roses Little 
Walter airbrushed. 



TWO CAFES 


1 

"Grapes fly due east, ageing in mid-air, slap 
birds and make them feel silly, I sit and sip 
absinthe many sad hoursi red tablecloth look 
like pages of raw new book till out go the 
lights," 


2 

When alcohol enters the bloodstresun, it bullies 
corpuscles to gain the upper hand. With sickly 
types of the blood there are assignations on 
midnight streets to plan the next move. Waging 
a smear campaign against the liver, they assass¬ 
inate secretly the important neural officials of 
the brain preparatory to a change of government 
in the body. The junta—composed of alcohol and 
punkish embodiments of the seven deadly sins— 
sets new priorities without ever having consulted 
the speaker of the above. Thanks to messages 
hummed through the brain by way of the viscera, 
he is made to understand the necessity of 
ABSOLUTE compliance to the every whim of this 
new regime. Dank, dark shapes ply the intest¬ 
inal sky 


LINES FOR THE MAHAVISHNU ORCHESTRA 


Blinking is an academy imperiled 
After it has passed away 
A dead star sends light through space 
I hear skin against my clothes 
And brown hair eye 
The corner always on edge 
To love supremely dream- 
Boat sketched off Melba 
Prow of sounds 

Meanwhile this is the vigil 
I wait in the night 
A spot of white light 
With no one in front of it 
After too long poems 
Out of the depthless black sky 
Goodbye to the dear sweet dead 
Whom we join in a matter of years 
0 academy of silence! 

And yet Desnos dreamt 
With eyes open 

For Trane there will always be 
A microphone 

With no one in front of it 

Lead and we compete to turn into gold 


31«III»73 


ULTIMATE AESTHETICIANS 


Realists worry about fidelity 
To the thing 
Hyenas mock laughing 
Children who are more reliable 
Want to know is it good to eat? 

My own involvement with aesthetics 

Began in childhood 

When I shoved each item of food 

Away from my plate 

In a cold harsh light 

Speeding down a memorized list 

Of all things edible 

I am of the following opinlont 

Make the lion curator of taste 

Call the puma vice-president of appetite 

Take great paintings out of museums 

And install them in the cages of zoo animals 



I AM 21 


for Gregory Corso 

with an aplomb a mad love for 
the lyre does not lie 
torpedoed thing which otherwise 
would teeth seaside towns 
i preach even in sleep 
have given head to the crown 
heads of europe 
they loved my sombre oast 
charred by sharklike contra¬ 
dictions ash of my burnt novels 
hue of a launched ship's sinking 
how fins line my pocket 
portrait of rimbaud at 43 
if they're lucky i am 22 / chomp 


13«V.73 






FAMOUS WRITERS* SCHOOL 


The bloodstream called love, and 
her redness vies with hair 
for a docking maneuver 

The docking maneuver called love, and 
her hair vies with a bloodstream 
for redness 

The redness called bloodstream, and 
her docking maneuver vies with a hair 
for love 

The redness called love, and 
her bloodstream vies with a docking maneuver 
for hair 

The bloodstream called hair, and 
her love vies with a docking maneuver 
for redness 

***** 

ONE AND ONLY ONE OF THE ABOVE, 

AN ATTENTIVE READER WILL NOTE, 

WAS WRITTEN BY "THE PRACTICED 
HAND”. 

***** 


for Anselm Hollo 


HOTEL SPLENDID 


A stampede of tuxedoes never ending, 

I wear nine fangs. Do you think 
the limits of the knowable weigh heavy on 
me as I shine the shoes of assassins? 
There's a swoon on my white flag! A 
bearded cheese never behaves, and we bell¬ 
hops must work till we drop. 




THE CRAYFISH 


The crayfish is a sort of harpsichord, 
a love affair of the line given lasting ex¬ 
pression* armorial, the bone that achieved 
miracles by trystlng with a mirror and 
looking at an echo* the crayfish is a 
fixed idea. With the deepest dish, noise¬ 
less, it rhymes, silence its favorite song, 
A self-flattering practice among them con¬ 
sists of using the plncer to strike a penny 
against their cold brown segments, and so 
hear truth resound. The crayfish is a sort 
of harpsichord, rusting in water. 


THE CIRCLE WITH A HOLE IN THE MIDDLE 


A 


"How long It has been since I ceased 
to resemble myself!" 

Lautreamont 

twitch stung from above face 


I make a fever pitch 
of $25 in coin 

to help the large mammal 


building 


Ornette my lorgnette 


TOO LATE 
don't budge 


I watch more than 

an alto for alto wings 

221 species extinct since I 6 OO 


...Flightless blue 

rail (got no shadow) 

(no soap) tortoise Absurd giant 

Badlands bighorn (no horn) 


(made to take nightcap) 


Fiji bar 

winged rail... 


So many leave holes in 


and what of Green dolphin 
street heroic 

rare 

and gone 

Homo sapien spoon 
primate by genius erected 
Pithecanthropus erectus 

It*s a window mirror 
fronted by iron bars 

Lincoln Park Zoo 


the heart 


stuck in 
your mouth 


I gaze into 


A sign reads 




"you are looking at the 
most dangerous animal In the world " 

worse than the 


Dog pound 
In flight 


you G. 
(Question) 


I. Joe outfitted duckling 

Do you expect predators 
to observe a meat boycott? 


I can*t tell foghorn 
from leghorn 

TOO LATE 


(Answer) 


darkling I reach for 

- the aerosal can of dust 
to brush up mutability 

odes 


sun singes 


Primate by madness Infected 

a cigarette burns through blue sky 

and who can see wings on anything anymore 

winged 

or not at all 

YOU DON'T KNOW WHAT LOVE IS 


Peter Kostakls 






ALICE NOTLEY 


SPLASHES OF YELLOW 


1 . 


Pretty May 

rain 


the milkman— 

& I 


talking 

in sort of rounded gobs some Americaui some English 

some moist tulip air 


lumps of throat 


Pearly light 


I catch it & bundle it in 
to feel compact , dense and loose I*m 


part eggs part black 
cherry preserves part 
pitted, part ginger part 
newspaper part bag 

pits materials! brain paper, 
records, plants, scrubbing, 
flash cards, maths big and 
little, books, funny lists 


contracting spreading 


so it was all d\unb, but I did lt » It becsune 
my viscera and nebula, my poundage, my 
pungence, my crown of swirl, my vox humana, 
my vrll, my hyssop, my chop, my chocolate 


baby Anselm 

ripping up the GUARDIAN before I*ve even 
glanced at it. 


He’s smiling and clicking his tongue 
Grey falls away for five minutes of precis 






sunlight, everything weighs in, clicks 

the stripes the cup the wad of spirit gum, blue 

Maidstone Sandwich Poole Brighton Wells 

melodious fresh and sound 
not sour or bitter, fit 
to drink, amiable, gentle 
easy, flattery, face 
home, bride, sleep,the bicycle 
runs sweetly, Sultan, sweetbrier 
lit air 

swelling, yet 
shiny negro forearms* 
consistency its steely 
bed bed inbred gauche as 
an opera 


tightness change, a blue English shield's crescent 
moon is a wane 

from the real round of course its horns 
a mere excrescence are it the almost insignificant 
shield cipher formic (acid) 

I 

touch the shield, for luck 

go on do my work 

An orchestra of maths 
infixes the guardian 
in a mundane bath 


2 . 

(Cleaning The House) 


Yellow comb, how pleasant to draw you again through 
brown hair 

Grey, toy poipolse, pleasure nexus 

Little white shoe, pin holes are a radial star on you 
LANE sweater gold and an Indian bonnet 

on it, I'm gawky and beautiful in 
Baby denims you are frayed. 

Now you are a fresh dishcloth 

I've found a bracelet of chartreuse stones! 

in the kitchen behind the grater 
Here's the milk-blue horse on wheels 
Here are the sandals gum clouds on soles 
Here is C.P, Snow, white 

with orange and an abbey 


Here is Edinburgh green and dusky 

Here is Anselm asleep with his thumb his alcove flesh 
Here is he asleep bearded big idee fixe 
Here am I a blue morning integer 


3. 


Golden Buck, Irish Rabbit, Welsh Rarebit, Helford 
Angels, Anselm is stroking a piece of yellow cheese 

Now he*s playing with a mote, from the floor 

••A large worthy-looking body entered the room** t 
Windy house, today 

"I don't want to do the 
laundry" "You're going to 
spend'your life fighting 
your life” 


The worthy¬ 
looking body follows me 
everywhere today, esp, 
windy eyes, with hair 
"Is there a hidden 
danger in your oven?" 
my plant hair, its 
windy shoots 

Sassoon helmet grown out, 
"There's a pain in the 
room but I don't know 
if it's in me" Young 
metal turns into 
vegetation That 
sounds all right. But 
I thought I was sup¬ 
posed to grow harder 
with older 
,,,Inside the quartz 
inside the wind,,, 
slip inside the worthy¬ 
looking body,,, I'm 
a good woman, and I feed 
the baby interesting 
grains, & oranges, I 
write works to him 
and I roar around 
the flat in high black 
boots, earth clung 



4 , 


(Evening) 


Jane Austen 

Pool of bath 
the time is a nugget 
the time is a glove 


the sky black so light is yellow 
bright coffee black goad 

this yellow comb is 
strong and toothed 

world’s decor, cuts clean 
through aspirating hair 


like,,, 

in Australia, colorful oceans 
I am with one star 
it*s one then another 
we look to make love 
I*m dressing up specially 
sexy brocade cheong-sam 
some difficulty presents it¬ 
self in that I have enormous 
prick and balls, cannot 
make them not show under dress! 
and we deal with that 
in old accustomed 
lineaments, love and experience 


5. 


All I always try 


to do is find my way into my house 

here- 


Sense And Sensibility 


on desk, and 


the yellow comb 
brightly, arranging hair 

all the fine filaments growing from 
skin, dishevelled, minute distances, haircloths, 
hairlines, crossed wires, rainbows and mists, straight 
part, halo, helmet, flip, bangs, braid, trail, 
brow, lash, moss 


But I was always already here! 


combing hair 


The nylon curtains woven of sheer 
hair 

the lamp a halo, the motes dandruff 
on dark, air, air hair emphatically 
too fine for a set we let it flow 
the plates of left cornsilk 
salmon bones, shag grated carrot, 

1*11 never wash— & nothing's silk 

not time or place, the hairs are 

silk, but lumped matted* not 

the lumps grow, spheres, from hair to 

sphere of Influence, how that salmon 

colored bedspread spreads through this 

room, & spread with my hair, rests my head 


my hair is wind 
my nape is nescient 
my breasts are precise 
my breasts are insurance 
my nipples shiver 
my breasts are place 

my stomach is seismic 
my pelvis the sphere 
my hips are precocious 
my legs are glib 
& my legs are in deep 


We just give 
our bodies to 
these houses 
& these houses 
to each other 


Alice Notley 



NEIL HACKMAN 


CRAWLING SENSATIONS 


I am sweating from the force of logic 

So are the coffee colored and purple stag beetles 

And the green fire beetles scurrying for cover 

And the red veined cicadas who are like the emergence of sprinklers 
on any given block in the midwest 
And the earthworms who think it is raining 
And the fleshy crawling grubs 

the spiders; black widow and daddy longlegs 
Dog flea duck louse and sheep tick 

The buffalo treehopper making its way across miniature plains 

Praying mantis and Scorpio Fly; partners in crime 

Ant lion short nosed cattle louse and western pygmy blue 

The bald faced hornet seventeen shaves with one blade 

The drone a constant menace 

The elder borer head of the family 

Billbug his name in lights 

White-lined sphinx banded woolybear 

The red-banded leafhopper and his green cousin 

The melon aphid 3952 ^ a lb. 

Dai^kling beetle 0 moody tearful night body louse and earwig 

The green stinkbug who's exhausted all of his fine sprays 

Rose Leafbud a budding adolescent 

The green darner knitting for eternity 

A painted lady the wicked woman 

The spittle bug subject to fine 

Pearly eye red admiral angel wings and question mark 
Artie skipper mariner blue mourning cloak and comma 
Banded purple the Kings union 
The camel cricket "Humpin' to Please” 

The true katydid copyright 1948 
Baltimore and the eastern tailed blue 
Common sulphur and alfalfa 
The king bee buzzin' round your hive 
A walking stick Luis Aparicio's bat 
The golden eyed lacewing 

The Great Spangled Fritillary butterflies' national anthem 
The velvet ant letters from the underground 
The unicorn beetle a mythical beast 
An imperial moth fanning the breeze. 




TORPEDO BODY 


Dead weather has no grave 

It arranges its own flowers and sleeps 

In the dawn where the stars have their secret numbers 

Spring gathers radiance like the traveler who picks flowers 

His dogs wear kimonos because Buddha has arisen 

His window wears a gown in the night 

Where a trtmpet sleeps 

With an eye on the cobalt of dreams 

You are my messenger ^ n j 

A dragonfly who flings his heart onto cement clouds 
Where these tears in my eyes become the glycerine of God 
The jellyfish and the gorilla copulate on the crust of air 
They tell us that we are descendants of mutant herons 
Hands ecstatic with faces and hair. 


THE KUNG STORY 


In a broad sense the period of the Kung is the time span 
that separates man from Kung, In more precise terms the Kung designates 
the davm of man's intellectual awareness of his creative discoveries. 

It was a time of invention and exploration. It was a time characterized 
by an almost fervent zeal among the gifted to express emotions and 
depict life. It was a time of quest and conquest. 

The Great Kung traveled through America when the Red Sun 
was discovered in the solar system, he then formulated his theory 
of the circulation of Kung, It was a time of revolution expressed 
in spontaneous outbursts of intelligence. It was a time of conscious 
cultural developement, It was an age when man was imbued with the need to 
render in form his impressions of life seen about him. It was an aesthetical 
era. 


The Great Muse breathed life into the dead forms of plastic art, 
Plcola Nlsano, poetic muse provided the inspiration for works of 
enduring beauty, simple, virile, and of portralt-llke reality. The school 
he founded and the tradition he initiated produced such masterpieces 
as the Kung Pandrea at Istafa acknowledged as the supreme triumph of Kung 
art. 


Poetry as an art flourished as never before. No medium was overlooked 
in the desire to Impart realism to the work and attract the best Muse, 

While religious works represented the more Important commissions and 
consequently were the more enduring many Kung concerned themselves with 
many other subjects as well, Cenvenuto Cordoza for example turned his talents 
to all manner of small works including Odes to Kung among others. Others 
lacking Cordoza*s opportunities found outlet for their talents in more 
popular representations among them Epic Kung , 

It was during the Year of the Muse that Kung art found new enthuseasts 
especially among the Muse population. It was inevitable that the Kung, 
vying with one another for prestige would commission the Muse to contrive 
Kung odes for them. 

Exactly who it was that fashioned the Muse and came down to us 
through the clouds has long been shrouded in anonymity. Nevertheless 
the character of the Kung reflects the authority, of the nobility, the 
inspiration of the Muse, and the consummate skills of the Kung, 







BREEDING ESKIMOS 


Smell the fresh slough in the closet of dreams 
I caress open pteradactyl thighs of phlegm in the sea 
Ah but he does have an ear for farming 
(Lord can't he tell she's dancing?) 

Fairies 0 fairies of doom share my mint julep farina tonight 
The nectar of Sodom is a mucouslike dynamo on the Seine 

Where the drunken aspirations of noisy pimps and mice chucking field insects 
Were heard by Sarah the lush 

Great maggots of Seville carouse carouse in ovary inclusions 

They mount and fellatiously hump latrine sodden mothballs and macedamia nut; 
To you I emit luscious gases and primal insecticides 

Into tents holes and cabins of the possessed vented and Impotent llmpers 
As I flag down my cavorting ancestors dear saints 
The vanquished brine and contempt of Orion writhes in seclusion 
Lining the flesh under the skin of a mollusk who plagues my dirty 

Marginal folds 

• 

Stay hung in August's mild yearnings for subliminal rupture 
She was deliciously frightened and lay seething in ocean manure 
I fondle abruptly in autumn but chloryphyll reddens when I come 
In time maniacal like great spangled fisheries 
Ye harken forsooth I say 

Spread eclipsed for the humble cause and cravings come September 

Daily planet marvels bilge a hot one in tubeless wonder 
Your emissions captured regulated distilled, and bottled 
As silent and fancy free as Mormons in decadent disorder 
And gremlins tickled under cracking and holy sheets 


THE WAY OF POETRY 


The time in the poem revolves around three images and three levels 
The images are the bulb the light and the hammer 
The three levels of time are the time of day the season of year 
And the year in relation to a lifetime 

The time of day is in the night but the light changes as the dawn 
draws nearer 

Now it*s 4am in the poem but years are passing 
The tone of voice in the poem is a dreamy toughness 
The characters in the poem are the hammer and a sleeping woman 
As the poem progresses the hammer goes from an inanimate object » 

To a person It*s as if the author has discovered a certain kind 
Of sensitivity in the years he*s describing but he also discovers 
certain kind of inadequacy 

"the green rug nestled against the furnace" is the author thinking 
About the sleeping woman (a real woman or latent tenderness in himself) 
The tracks of the hammer are the authors lifetime 



SPIES IN THE TREES 


0 cloudcover 

You are truly the sperm 

Cells of the universe 

Then he was born 
Postmarked eternity May 15» 

My trees are knotted 
They seem to say, 

”The process of reduction 
excercises itself only when oblivious 
to the agony of the rational mind," 

but they do not 

We are simply agents of our whims 
Climbing the treacherous cliffs. 


Doniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 



HEADS OF AIR 


1 . 

You are gone to repeat this song to 
I can only guess at the true meaning of things 

empty bottles the threatening sky a silent telephone 

In fever the woman is bent inside him 
The stars are full of terrible secrets 

You are asleep 

The sky is full of prophetic clouds you are asleep 
I dream a mahogony dream 

The weeds part and elephant hoards trample the sullen natives 
I am not afraid 

The islemd floats in the sounds 

2 . 

Your supereminent wisdom is shown on the face of whose body 

Is that what he meant whispers the crowd outside 
the window 

I see night and the American flag side by side 
The sun hauls itself into the sky 

The crowd shuffles off to breakfast 

Swirling leaves fight each other for you 
Everything moves 

On a beautiful evening in a crystal ball we see battle flags 
paramounts and you 

With emerald comes no membrane or the classic of heaven 



3. 


In the caldron of dreams 

Inner tube equinox 
Something about the night 

An ogre in my house In my dream 
the cat walks into my brother 

Fences sleep 

Frogs flog the white beast 

The cradle vanishes like morning mist 

I am no longer the open man descending steps 
to you 


4. 

We peer over the marble rim of your skull to find 
morning juxtaposed over tomorrow's puzzles 

Heads of air 

The manifestations of suspension 

I am riding in a train on the rails of hell where eclipses 
make you the gibbon in their light 

Words just beyond my ears move farther still and already 
poisons are seeping into my ears 

Shall I describe the choir of monsters 

My breath causes small commotions in their cages 

In the desert vultures knew what made my face white to know 

The graves in my body are flung open 


5 


Your burning skin bleeds mustard 
Pregnant seals plot the stars 
The piano is having a wet dream 

My dream is the music on the opening of the Bastille 
in my brain 

The spirit is lying on the operating table 

Human flesh is coursing through its veins 

The telephone is ringing in your breasts 

Angel wings litter the ground like propaganda 

I am a frog gorging myself on the powder of friends 

6 . 


Water rips my lips 

A sea moves in the terrible depths of stomachs 

Today they left the liver of a fire hydrant in my mailbox 

The gorilla eats uranium and is drawn to the heat from skirts like you 

I tap the atoms of an orgasm 

In the sun red shadows have no heads in blue 

A severed head floats in the tears » 

0 spasms of black ameoba stain the white teeth that bite my dream 
I am naked in the trumpet of your belly 

The wind offers harmonies and easier content but I 
am master of my own semen 






HOTEL 


for Donna Dennis 


Pish eyes are circling themselves 
Equators fizzle under cold blankets 
Space has begun to blossom "out the window" 

Something gray is following me home where the hunter 
stalks the ladder 

It*3 only raining the dust of travels 
Samosa sleeps in neon catacombs 
A vast yellow rustling 
Poles of light slide up and roll away 

I was just a young cowboy when I was hung 
It was like going away 

Now you are gone 

Stepping on hands that have lost their pens 


AMAZING FOOTPRINTS 


Foriegn language Is more accurate than atomic clocks 
It*s 7«40 p.m. 

The ground trembles 

Fossils are the true living thoughts of air 

If I let myself get depressed you will never know what I looked like 
Except in relation to a forest of trees 

The wires are cut and his family is smiling 
•'We are in harmony with the rhythm of living" 

It is time to step down You must go 

Outside the bait of the poet is dangling everywhere 
It is 7 «50 p.m. 

The speed of light is a hook I can never return 

It is the light in a forest too dark to see 
It is the time in a day too long for night 
The star in a sky too high to breathe 



SPRING IS LOUD 


The animal breeder with his radio 
Moves higher in the sky than birds 
Then we seem to be sunning ourselves 
On a long green drive 

Sudden umbrellas at the sight of clouds 
A lynx and the weasel are huddled against the rain 
Ears gone limp 

The clocks are upset at the sight of my grave 

It reads,"Jazz is the hammer that sleeps in my heart. 

They say,"Everything in his life was so hazy. 

We cannot see him or understand his works. Now 
he's writing upstairs," 


TOMORROW'S SONG 


Envelopes arrive from the future 
A lifeline is cut but no matter 
There is a phone in my heart for you 

If water is excited then what is extended 
Our sense of equations is minus one variable 
Where can we find it 

An atom floats out of a manhole in the skin 
To beat its way in 

In the darkest night everything's bright 
Walking on blue windows 

Somewhere humans form like words on the scary horizon 
And golden light from a pen flashes on my face 

The sun drops in to say hello and we begin anew 

Hello Sue it's 2il0 am in New York 
Thd sea is full of hot air and mystery 
Nudes in a tree 

Our eyes of fireworks and distant lights observe 
Amphibious assaults on ynzr neighborhood 
Predominantly gray 

Green Buddhas are back on the farm 

Leaves like stingrays on the wind follow you home 

A flame in the starry foam 

A voice on the bed is caught up in hair 
Soon it will be down the drain 

And sleep will bury us in its death parallel universe 

I am talking from a dream 
Too tired to know for sure 

It's 2t20 am and planes are circling towers to warm my bed 



CLIMBING THE WHITE TREE 


We must listen to the rivers of the opalescent earth 
Some are winding through the snow night where 
His hand has fallen into another's forgotten hand 
The horizon is seeping out of your brain 
For tomorrow the paper says colder with rain 
And already I’m swimming in seas of poison 

Whose brave son tends the victory gardens of heaven? 

It is he whose words will be cold but still traveling 

To the farthest corner of the sky beyond the sun and you 

Its breath lost its eyes doll's eyes 

The night is lost like the corner of a cloud 

The spirit is free of its plummetting awkward hold 

Let me climb into the womb of your hands imtil spring 
0 bed of light on the violet plains I see you 
0 white death where are the books 
0 bodies of women 

0 fathomless depths with no color or hours 
V/here are you? 


Neil Hackman 


TOM MANDEL 


GARDEN 


The moon, though full, seems far tonight 
rolling among the stars. 


A pearl steams up from the great sea 
of lost instruments 


The rim of it is in the singing branches 
(a bird in a dream occupies 


But this certitude pounds in the garden 
of nervous weather. 


Perhaps regarded by wholly different airs 
you are still therej 


for the others there was nothing missed 
to concentrate on. 


But in the grayness of your mouth 
and in that spot 


I saw my reckless children ruining 

the instance of work that wastes. 


REVERDY 


The skull has let its clothes 
fall to reveal a sex on Its shining palm 
but keeps on without a sound, walking 
single file in the dead end alley. 


Since that time my shadow snaps along the wall 
or air in invisible clouds moves 
into the trees. Behind, the sun 
shakes light which then becomes dust. 


A curtain is always parting in the sky, 
and now you get up from your grave!! 

But it is not until later that you 
do this. While on another day 


still later, I have been made aware 
of the law within your resemblance. 


WEEKS AGO 


All the hills were danger, then the sky 
And were hair, hair, bits of light 
Flanking the other borders 

An art that 

Decorations in your smile 


To the club* a cymbal hung apart 
With jewels for service during the day 

The cars were strung to the same purpose as the holiday 
Agreeable to receive today 

When the effects of sky cease to wipe across your face 
(In other words, today) 

It is a time of arrival without you or the evidence of you 

Indifferent to the time of day 

Taking the medicine that scatters 

Beyond the hills, lightness in the arrangement 

Across a plain, towers of fire 

Or smoke hung with the orange of a sign 

So we are left looking at it all and I at you or what reminds 
me of you 

Without mattering to me in the Way you do 
(Solitary, splintered on a beach) 

A light bulb deeming the throat appropriate 

This is something I haven't disregarded 

But it was delayed, shiinting heavily toward another station 
in parallel with another 
And you are irritated as the brake sounds 
Paralyzing the evening! welcome 
The edge with what burned it through to ashes 
Along the packing 

The flame lifting the male principles away 

To tamper was already between the sheets 
As we answered the questions of devotion 
Sourly until the wind 




A MOTHER'S SONNET 


The delayed finaglers burst 
Into the sealing rooms, comfy, 
Is this window sightless? 

But they are here, 

Are my friends I 

Often think, what they are. 

Let them look. Stars 
As always we do not see them 
In the softened night I know 
You're not about to love me 
Dying up among their severity. 
Now I see myself ceasing 
To lean against the sight 
Behind it, peeling your dinner. 


VICO 


In the dogwood plans for the new city square we find 
•Intimate planting* thins its ever-more-subtracted layers 
Of expert heavy traffic. 0 what Spring 
Blooms or what desires (with our game lawn luxury) 

A straight view-path? '•This park denied, we wander 

Out of form." And loosed the features we, shrugging, asked 

to map. 


So the English river in Italian eyes is a sap's map 
In an angular jungle of hallooing ships. "I'd like to find 
Some winning procession of the seasons in which to wander. 
Buoyed up beyond will, I'm not at home in layers 
Of laburnum—and latlnate or riotous in tropical luxury 
I'm no way either! I want to live with Spring." 

Next thing he knew a viburnum shuddered. Must be Spring 
Water touched its roots from unknown sources on the map, 
‘Was it feminine in the plant to oppose this luxury? 

Shaking in its place—brittle as a schoolgirl's face is 

hard to find— 

It was lost by chance in the shadow and volume: amon 

the layers 

Of this vegetable shaping, a sun-pattern ached to wander. 


But he saw it not. "Intent brightens the town I wander. 
As if crossing from the deflated, I passed a spring 
Tightening, My name recedes in celibate layers 
Among tears shed aloud near the foxmtain—I need a map 
To pin my own contempt. This, alas they find 
Another dusk inventlon--another intolerant luxury," 


True, the crowd of weeping citizens descended in order 

and luxury 

From the fountain to the garden. No more they than cracks 

wander 

•Meaningfully* along the concrete paths. Once with them you 

find 

A deepened green, and the populous disorder of Spring 

Has abandoned this place. Like tiny towns marked on a nap 

The smallest flowers betray no life thudding up from other 

layers. 


But a fragrance or a distracted arrow claims layers 

Of penetration in flesh tanned and flattened to a lu rury 

Across the dark, "Finally, I equate this map 

With any other stretch of skin. Its geometry tends to wander 

More open to imprinting than, well, wise. But why spring 

This on me now? Why do I seem (and to whom) 'a find?'" 


Layers of plans -suffer thought to wander 
In a luxury van nearing the artifice Spring 

Weighs above our map. Often we wake to find happiness, I find. 


Tom Mandel 


MAXINE CHERNOFF 


FLASH 


my distant outpost here 
(the bed) 
nothing to read 
even the fish asleep 
watch 

lightning on Venetian blinds 

(blue neon stripes) 

think 

how happy firemen are 
on nights like this 
how leaves unfold 
like paper birds in water 
my hair, foreign 
against my skin 
a distant landscape, dries 
think 

how many times 

the rain has touched me 

with its tiny fingers 




BLUEPRINT 


The house 

grows a window 
and stairs 


to the the top 


where colors walk 

when the sun tilts its bucket. 

At each landing 


there is darkness 


Darkness 
is the absence 
of stairs. 


Maxine Chernoff 


BOB ROSENTHAL 


HOW TO TRAP A SQUIRREL 

for Peter K. 

the cloudless day is going out of style 

but today it is going on 

in style the way I woke early 

and fought Shelley (deforming the telephone) 

went to the zoo wishing you would 

pop up out of the water like the Sea 

Lions do but you didn’t 

they all got up slick brown 

honking for fish 

such appealing chain-smoking 

the way the black kids laugh 

and point is the way I feel 

like a jungle these small 

nomadic tribes constantly crossing me 

under the sky tender blue 

the porcupines start up in 

machine and gear fashion 

when one moves in such a small space 

they had all better too 

amazing patterns sniffing each other 

I head for the store and think 

the day has become a broken dish 

today would be a good day to have a tail 

to meet you half way 

then leave the door open 

we could play cards under yellow lamps 

a monkey smoking a pipe 

and a Siberian Tiger keeping the score 

a light breeze above our heads 

the curator climbs a tree 

and acts like a nut 



THE OLD MYSTERIES 


a typical frame of mind 

I wonder if people feel the same 
about me as I do 

looking into the mirror 


the green 

the red 

the yellow 

the white the blue 

the navy blue 


the colors of my books 

pink incredible walls really light up 

beauty is work 

to behold 

I have many great boyfriends 
but only two girlfriends 

& one I*m gonna marry 


I want to get married 

for brief moments only 
because of my short attention 
span 

but lucky for me I have a short memory too 

now outside is boring 
but here are books 

and warm cheer 

and I realize what I am 

Otis Redding 
Paul Blackburn 


right now you two 

and I are friends forever 


you like the mirror people 
look back from the dead 


all love being alive 


I consider marriage a preliminary pleasure 
I admit that this is a popular idea 
necessary but not 
really with it 

I will enjoy the flowars and acting 
fuck offish 

the whole thing disgusts me 
some sort of test 
huh?- Let them give 
presents to her 
& let me be debauched 
an act you 

think but think on also 
my murders 

I must murder one for every 

one I marry 

transforming life 

earthly and universal 

Peter, I*m waiting at the gate 

refusing to knock 

till I can knock it over 


PLACIDYL 


laying 

in bed having to shit 

into a huge 
waterplpe 

L.B.J. on the next cot 

leans over 

& recites the first line 

of Tom Clark* 

famous hashish poem 

"green green hospital door" 


IT'S A TORCH SONG 

for Ted & Alice 

the trap door opens below 
then above our heads 
we look up at the sun 
at the moon, the stars, 
the dark, the light blue 
we get homey 
we look at each other 
this is sweet 
so becoming I think 
if I sleep I dream 
of a privy 
if we all dream 
we all can sleep 
together as we do 
the best we could do 
was to find another trap 
door which opened down 
seriously 

we dream of waking in the sky 

we look into the grey sea 

the blue waves 

the dark continent 

the white foam on the beach 

Frank O'Hara sleeps still 

we wake up in the cave 

we say our prayers 

we dream our dreams 

the sun set slants light 

bright cave like a city 

we love each other 

it is night 

we crawl out to sleep 

on the sand 

at dawn the funeral party 
walks over us 

we dream the theory of objects 
we no longer are concerned with writing 
nothing too long 
we are dead 

we wake up and write everything down 

we are cats and dogs 

kept by sweet queers 

we dream that we have pet goldfish 

who are queers 

we drink coffee and wake up 

we say good-bye 

we love each other 

we sleep together in pairs 

we dream one 

another 

we find the words 
to hold something tight 
precious night 


Bob Rosenthal 



ALAN AXELROD 


Pollack* Greyed Rainbow . I953 


After the barbeque and 
in those days they 
talked of Stalin who 
had begun to die. It has 
rained and they 
named a part of the eye 
after the rainbow. 

They stand,wearing black-and- 
white shoes and similar 
twq-toned cars in the 
driveway where they have hung 
a basketball hoop, talking of the 
Steel Man, They had 
their chicken breasts. 

The aluminum foil is 
crumpled on 

the driveway, A Pan Am Super 
G Constellation flies into the 
rainbow and they 
all look up. Grease 
on crumpled metal on 
the blacktop next to a 
two-toned shoe, a 





slender girl in a bright dress buries 
her eyes 

in his black-and-white 
shoe, the gentlest 
of all gods. The rainbow 
shines greasy off discarded 
foil. They wheel away 
the barbeque grill. 

The girl, granules 
of blacktop in her sun 
hazy hair, drives away in 
a two-toned Studebaker, 


Alan Axelrod 














































































































SIMON SCHUCAT 



ASYLUM 


Welcome to our little town in the mountains! 

It is very peaceful here. We hope you will 
like it. That you will be happy. Our fond¬ 
est desire is that you should be happy. You 
better, because the world outside has destroyed 
itself and you have nowhere else to go, and, 
even if that were not so, we would keep you 
anyway, because we love you so very much. 






THE FIRE 


The fire continues to flicker. Around the hearth 
crickets chirp. Tales are exchanged. Soon the 
leader of the Apes comes out to parley. An agree¬ 
ment is reached, and, standing in the chill wind 
on that abutment, the State of Utah is officially 
created. 


BANG 


I will grab together a gang, and we*11 ravage 
the waterways. Some progress must be made. 

It is much too high. 




One 


One finds it hard to think clearly about anything. 
One’s brain reels. One doesn’t know everything. 

One has a lot of problems with such complex 
philosophic questions,not having the kind of involuted 
brain involved. One depends on the author to make 
it absolutely clear. One is smooth. Perhaps it 
is someone else one depends on. Although one is 
somebody else to begin with, at all times, and 
especially at times like these. 


WILD NIGHT 


The weird light Is shining in their faces. They 
scramble up the mountain path. Not as agile as 
goats, a few slip on the way. It is necessary. 
Most make it, though, and when they get to the 
top they look out on the wide, blank vista that 
spreads before their eyes like a huge sheet of 
newsprint, 

"It is unique, really," 




IMPOTENCE 


We enter a Paris cafe In spring and see around one 
table a typical French family. The father reads 
aloud from a newspaper, 

"Philosophy teaches us that love is the most free 
expression of man. Thus the pimp deals only with 
vegetable impulses. This is not true. If love 
is truly free then one is free to discard love's 
freedom." 

So we leave them happily laughing in French as 
the waiter comes to clear the plates and glasses 
from the brilliant white linen table-cloth. 




THE FROGS 


The odor of hospitals disgusts me, S. intends to 
translate Max Jacob: perhaps I will be able to 
understand him now. Meanwhile, my relationship with 
R, continues to deteriorate. She constantly begs 
permission to lick my “asshole,'' something I cannot 
tolerate, I find it next to impossible to understand 
her, have no sympathy with her stance, but find her 
charming nonetheless, I must get more opium. 


SLEEP 


Our voice can erase a man. How is this? Laugh 
for years at the world. It will hurt. At the 
end you will not get any jewels. No jewels are 
handed out to those who laugh and don't pay 
attention to the speaker. If, after a warning, 
you persist in making trouble the speaker will 
erase you. 


Simon Schucat 


DANIEL CLEARY 


CHEVROLET 


I wish I had a Chevrolet 

With a booming engine 

Then I would drive up to your gate 

And boom it impatiently till you came 

And you would come, stepping in white 

And looking all fantastic 

To the ready roar of my engine. 




POETS 


Bfeware, there 

Poets will upset 

The apple cart of the state; 

They're undomesticated 
To extreme 
With large eyes 
And unruly hair 
And rangy walk 
Like a marsh bird 
They're definitely not 
Well behaved. 

Beware then 

Inviting one into your drawing room 
You have an animal in a cage 
He's liable to devour you. 


ORGAN BLAST 


I have an anger in my heart I want to spend 
There are some tawdry palaces I wish to rend 
And wrap around the throats of tinsel gods 
And kill them in the fury of my words. 

The first great anger for myself I'll keep 
A wild oath for being so long asleep 
To let the monsters multiply their lairs 
Dream tossed in sleep, I, dreaming unawares. 

For wandering by the narrow margin verge 
Of a lost city, pleased to hear its words 
Of blasphemy, its music of deceit 
Unspoken soul, I, walking in the street. 

For contributing to the empty dance 
Though carrying some vestige of romance 
I let some fine and good things fall away 
To be walked on in the common pagan play. 

There was a girl to whom I gave my heart 
Who dislocated slowly every part 

Loose lipped, cold eyed she sneered out blasphemy 
This morning which killed something in me, 

"Good-bye God" was what she said 
After a loose limbed handsome lad. 

Was it a mixture of twin pains 
That flattened me like the Salt Lake Plains 
And made me see the sickness of this time 
The sacred name in a cheapskate line 
Bandied by a little silly head. 

Old world courtesy you are lying dead 

And decency is lying on a bed 

Its miniskirt about its head 

For all the ogling world to see 

And civilized joy has petered out 

It reclines in the pen of a lovesick poet 

Tired of chasing after the moon. 

One dream, of a high world commune 
Where people might meet people face to face 
And speak the truth in loveliness and grace 
Fills his mind. 



Another anger I will have my say 
Against the country of my birth, 1*11 say 
You drove me mad and spun me in a whirl 
Outside your bounds, and tossed me in a furl 
So much I cannot now retrace my steps 
Unless I»m girded with 10 foot of steel 
I say good-bye to you until I heal. 

And all you who have held my heart 
Unloose your hold the time has come to part, 
I shake my hair free of all my brothers 
I shake away the grave hung clawing mothers 
I shake away the factory chimneys tall 
I shake away the sense of duty all 
To the hollow of the world 
I paint out the ugliness of my room 
And rest, I*ve run the marathon. 


SCHOOLGIRL 


You've barely yet outgrown your hockey stick 

Or your gym slip or regulation hat 

You are still larded round with puppy fat 

And stand the innocent posture of youth 

With your tummy out 

School girl 

I love you 

But do not order me about 

And do not talk to me about your brother 

Why not talk about him to your mother 

Or to some other 

But not to me 

Who loves you more than he 

Tslk about him to the seven moons of Saturn 
And the glow worms golden 
In the fields of night 

You were not born to write his biography 
You were born to write my obituary 
To break my heart with your might 
Tender as a butterfly 

Like a coy flame flickering slowly out of sight. 




Bang! There goes the table top 
If maturity will come to me 
It will surely come now. 

Listen sweet ear shells gentlene 
To my modulated voice 
It can lead you 

Whichever way the wind is bent 

On a winter's night 

But it takes two 

Otherwise 

There is no hope. 


Daniel Cleary 


TED BERRIGAN 


SHE SINGS SWEETLY 


f 


to Anne Waldman 


Le Metro takes me down your life in general 
On wings of disbelief & beauty you just don’t know 
One thing cafe au lait cafe creme architecture 
How it feels to be Male beauty the 30's & me 


It’s sort of like a big romantic panic to be as tall 
As Charles DeGaulle on mescaline amphetamine all the 

Ines See Paris Marriage Turn around au revoir 

To that man in me & come back home to where you wrote 


Goodbye to Ted Travelling Poem the louvre, 0 My Life There's 
Power in it & on it Not one thing better than anything 

The home of Guillaume Bernadette's Inn & Tea House Your 

Permanent suite Painting Suicide Italy 


Just three little words only valuable across purposes visits 

Dante's flashlight shines down into the Metro stations illuminating 
The circles you move in and through up through & out of 
Toward London, or Schneeman, Gertrude Stein, Hemingway, John 


Ashbery & his poems The Rolling Stones Wine 
Have a drink, beauty, with the Beatles, Donna Dennis, Jane Bowles 
Panna Grady, Harry Fainlight, Isadora, Dr. Johnson, & I. Just 
Think, the things in London! Iowa, Rome, The Paris Review, love. 


All those orders urgencies household gods Aeneas brought 

from Troy just looking for a home to build around them 

His and our new home. They made it into a poem! Man girns, & 
Woman learns how grotesque the golen ruler turns 


Everything burns. Dr, Johnson learned all he knew from women. 
Who are they. See you later. On your way. Don't forget to say 
Bon Voyage hello, goodbye Good trip au revoir 

Love visit come back stay. 


Ted Berrlgan 





SHE 


She is always two blue eyes 

She is never lost in sleep 

All her dreams are light & air 

They sometimes melt the sun 

She makes me smile, or 

She makes me cry, she 

Makes me laugh, and I talk to her 

With really nothing particularly to say 


Ted Berrigan 


ADDENDA 


to Bernadette 


Grand Rapidsj (PB gave a fine proud reading there? 

I was there, & I felt proud,) Cambridge, Harvard 

Square, Yesterday Gordon sd P died Monday last 

of Cancer of the Esophagus, I knew it already. Before- 

then I'd been on Avenue A, Manhattan, On 11th Street, On 

St, Mark's Place, In Providence, R,I,} Atlanta, Tacoma, Seattle, 

Sasebo. Inchon? Pusan? Numazu. Uijongbu. Yokohama, Tokyo. 

A poem of these 48 States, (Never 49 or 50). JFK 
to Heathrow, London, Colchester, Essex, Wales, Liverpool, Paris. 
Newcastle. Iowa City. Buffalo, Ann Arbor. Southampton, Long 
Island. Lowell, Mass, Gloucester, Springs, (Burial at Springs) 
New Haven, Woodstock, Worcester, 92 Little Plains Road, San 
Francisco, La, Bolinas (On the Mesa), Pelham Bay, Pawtucket, 
Rhode Island, Reading, (where you picked me up). Pa. 

MOVING ON. 


Ted Berrigan 



ART LANGE 


Sonnet (LXXXI) 


Printemps 


But it will be soon noon Sunday! 

No one will believe any further 

in a mock-brown leaf dance down 

then yellowed by bare ankles. The truth 

is in not taking the wrong train. Weeding 

in the weakened darkened winter 

wind waiting the grey/white faucet drips 

eating away porcelain. 

The trees, being what they are 
threaten to die. Too young, looking 
down from a balcony an old 
woman ignoring preparations, bold 
rich struggle to remain 
partched among the pebbles 



Sonnet (CX) 


HEADLINES! or 

times like a knife in the back. I 
surrender, dear. Surprising 
little windows in an inner 
space of handles, stalls of legs, 
butter, eggs, milk and now you are 
there. The fountain dribbles feeblyj rocks 
out of silence, a hole in the air. His 
eyes were the shades of 
shadows, waiting in the dead of 
literature. Waking up poised seeing 
below a border of artificial sight 
bronzed (or actually bronze) enemies. 
Surprise, her eyes. 


Sonnet (LXXXIV) 


to Sib 


When these green lyres labor under misconception, 

caught in the hooded avalanche; (either under 

premise or the lost contentment of chains 

and silver tunes) you trouble your daemons 

which deliver you up to fiction. This, 

complete in movement which, when completed, 

serves to adopt one more than the frosted 

voids accept as chosen. Your ways of the sandstone, 

beach and creased with the trades 

it revives, as each an animality unto 

itself. Days filled, at night these turns 

grow violet as the lake turns into the wind 

at dawn. Into the face of the wind, 

and I hear fables near the throne. 




Sonnet (CVII) 


I hate rain. When it rains, I 

get wet. If the speed of light were 

not so great 

monkey/gargoyle leering wet w/Pegasus 
-wings simultaneous pain 


WHERE ARE THE SULFUR LIONS? 
Some wait for the curious, its huddled 

proof of human 

eggs dangling over a descending 
railway chain or pliable beam its own 
subtle being (and appearance) questioned 
by the same power that celebrates 
eyeglasses 


and solitude 


Sonnet (CXII) 

**And Music shall untune the sky” 
—John Dryden 

And Music shall untune the sky 
as gold is a metal, or until 
such passion fruit dissolve the spirit 
into brave columns of 

slumber, dry. Speed, strength, selected 

instincts shiver the notes 

from spaces held, rests bargained 

or decieved like sagging breasts. What 

could -a mandolin doubt- it hide? Are 

there lives? Oak benches in the garden? In 

trenches near the sea a golden space reserved 

for composition fills with sand 

of disuse. And Music shall untune 

the sky with memory of dance and die. 


Art Lange 



BILL KNOTT 


HIGH WIND: TO MYSELF 


Whoever heard of a cloud refusing passengers 
I reaffirm the virginity of all stigmata 
3y nailing your footsoles to mine and storming out to search for you 
Palmists rub their genitals through your hands dowsers suck your 
tits phrenologists fingerfuck you 

A smear test of my dreams reveals 

That you are my friend long as you keep lettin the coffin bounce just 
once on your head 

And you can trickshoot a penis right out of Buddha's lips 
And your whip undresses itself on my skin 

Flags slap the screeching sky awake but we disappear 

On whichever side of eyelid is the far 

When your carve a loftiness on the air 

(Clou<i like a banished pillow) 

(Pillow that lovers keep adjusting beneath themselves to find) 

(The right slant that of person walking against high wind) 



ORAL POETRY IS DEAD (IT TASTED LIKE THE WHIP'S SHADOW) 


She made me dye her white pubic hair back 

To its original black then had me lick it till it was white again 
And in the distance the night like a whip's shadow 
Came and went 

It was the instant when the dew becomes penetrable 
Her iso-splendor of arm pointed out 

The last thought of Rodin's Thinker hovering around up there 
In star-douche 

0 fires and semaphoric perversions 
Dawn dild on my gildmoid lids 
Till they cover dice not eyes 

(In the distance the singing of a sweat-shanty) 

(Came and went as she kissed me) 

(On the scars of open sesame) 


WE ARE HAPPY HERE AT JUNGLEROT CON''7ENT 


I recline supine 

Waiting for the incognito to hit 

But first tell me are uh you from the sunlit 

Or the moonlit side of that star so sole up there 

The history of bathtubs enters my stirrups as 
I correct the clock's pronunciation 
Of my future-length moans and 

Kiss the Pretender to my mirror his pavm paws like 

Hide and seek paved apples "I, , , 

Am blind inside your blow 
—In your caress, I see” 

Ultimate 

Inmate 

Command me to tongue the clits of mediums in trance whose tongues are 
coven to your ancient whlp-eerles 



HOW DO YOUR FEET SLEEP SO BARE 


Poetry is an act of creation 
Alright but 

If everything already exists in the world 
Then all poems already exist 
If that's so 
Then 

Since you can't create what already exists 
In order to be a poet 
A poet 

Must choose the poem she wants to "create" 

And then she must destroy everything 

Including herself 

Which is not that poem 

Poetry is an act of destruction 


(BLUE) 


(DAWN) 


Your ravished revlons give first aid to my shadow 
(My flog-clinging tongue cuts another notch into your dildo) 
While at the fledgling 
Nut and bolt horizon 

(Which bare flutters a single inflamingo- 
Signal to my wrists being sandpapered 
By shh-covered mimes) sotto-grotto 
Voices lade the gates 

Of habitual genitals with a statue 

Who slavers up and down your toes' heart-rash 

The figleaf 

It impregnated gives birth to a kissglaze child 
As one holds up a negative to view eclipse through 
Through my elong eyes I gaze at him 


Bill Knott 


RICHARD FRIEDMAN 


FOR PETER'S BIRTHDAY 


I'll remove the stake 
From your heart 
You'll rise again 
Twenty-two times stronger 
Ready to ascend 
The ladder you 
Carry now 
For protection 


6/18/73 


The Chicago Public Library Presents 
CRACKER JACK THROUGH THE YEARS 


Reminiscent of the faint flickering which characterized 
Edison's first movies, by running down the hall 
We can watch the uniform of the little sailor boy 
Change gradually to the multicolored trademark 
We admire today. Miraculously, his faithful dog survives 
Like Krypto in his indestructible cape 
To bark at us today, as testerday. 

Threatening to snap up any crackly brown popcorn 
Or oven reddened peanuts we might drop. 

Not to mention the changing’price, "net'weign'C 
And description of the prize inside. 

How many little boys and girls have suffered 
From a puritanical determination to eat the candy 
When all they wanted was the prize? 

Who can temper the disappointment of those 
Who sought a whistle and gained a plastic rinv? 

Imagine the bewilderment of finding 
A tiny book of pictures an agile young hand 
Can flip through to cause a dog to wag his tail 
Or a cat to drink milk from a bowl. 

Walking down the hall you're sure will yield 
A huge barrel of free Cracker Jack at the end. 

Counting the prizes you recognize from your childhood, 

You become that little sailor boy 

With the patch-eyed dog at your side ,,,, 

Yard by yard 3»-ou gain confidence 

In the glory of Cracker Jack 

And the omnipresent miniature American flags 

That decorate the display. 

Collecting stars like your porch window 
Used to attract moths on autumn nights. 

Until at the end of the hall 

You have grown to a mature young man of twenty-one 
Who doesn't care that all the Cracker Jack 
Is locked behind glass cases, growing stale. 

While you stride proudly out the library door 
Alone (the dog has long since died) 

Ready to enlist in the United States Navy, 


MY GENERATION 


I'm awaken by a knock on the door. Staggering to put 
on Jeans, I stub my toe on the nlghtstand, knocking over 
the clock radio and spilling the paper cup of Coke I hadn't 
finished last night. The crystal face of the clock breaks, 
forever to register in the indelible ink of my cltunslness — 
5 107 . Avoiding the brass disaster of putting on Jeans 
without underwear, I snap Levi's buttonhead into place and 
thread my way through the hall to the repercussive door at 
the end — eyes now open. Just in time to see the white 
‘Jumpsuit of Peter Townsend as he slams me behind the door I 
had opend timidly, into the adjacent closet where I remain 
trapped until the sound of sixty shuffling Soho boots has 
ended. Only then am I able .to manuever the front door back 
into its frame and walk into the living room where the four 
voices of England's own "The Who" serenade me back to 
sleep with medley of Pepsi commercials through the years. 


PAUSE 


I'm awaken by a knock on the door. Staggering to put 
on my jeans I stub my toe on the nightstand, knocking over 
the clock radio and spilling the paper cup of Pepsi I hadn't 
finished last night. The crystal face of the clock breaks, 
forever to register in the indelible ink of my clumsiness -- 
5 j 07. Avoiding the brass disaster of putting on jeans 
without underwear, I snap Levi's buttonhead into place and 
thread my way through the hall to the repercussive door at 
the end -- eyes now open. Just in time to see the middle- 
aged black matron in purple robes slam me behind the door I 
had opened timidly, into the adacent closet where I remain 
trapped until the sound of sixty shuffling saddle shoes has 
ened. Only then am I able to manuever the front door back 
into its frame and walk into the living room where the thirty 
voices of Chicago's own "Little Angels" serenade me back to 
sleep with a medley of Coke commercials through the years. 


Dawn 


A radiator chugs 
across the continent 
on its way 
to the barren 
tundra land 
transforming six 
months of darkness 
into a half dozen 
of light 




COLUMNS AND ROWS 


Cropdusters appear across the Midwest 
On any given August day 

Piloted by a squadron of former barnstormers 

Who have grabbed the only stick 

Offered on their receding horizon 

Lines formed by wind currents 

Deploy their hopperful of chemicals 

To a bawling infant of a field 

Mice and rabbits receive their anti-manna 

In asthmatic stupor staggering double time 

Across a grid of yellow wheat and oats 

Looking up with soiled eyes and lungs 

To curse the gristled sksrwriter's 

Last inarticulate words 


SALAMANDER 


Hand over your tail! 


CRYSTAL SET 

What's happened to our son? 


PILLOW 

Put your head inside my suitcase! 


DIAMOND HEAD 
Asbestos-Heart 


TEST 

Bury a live woodpecker in a cedar casket. 


POACHED EGGS 


The souls of Angels 









12/15/72 


CAREERS 

to Bob Rosenthal 


Dear Bob, 

Why do'I worry about how many records THE KINKS 
are selling, 

or how many copies of THE CRYSTAL LITHIUM are 
passing hands? 

Ray Davies & James Schuyler will do alright w/o my concern. 

And I guess I'm doing alright w/o their concern, 
tho I'd like to have it. 

Not yet on the charts, but hopefully lurking just outside ~ 
the realm of the HOT 100, I uneasily balance. 

Like cold weather habits of counting out each step 
from the el station to my door, things are a bit 
premeditated — 

It's time to burn all my poems! 

or win THE YALE SERIES OF YOUNGER POETS AWARD, 

At least something monumental in any direction, 

"While a graduate student in writing, 
he augmented his teaching assistant's 
salary with a part-time job as a 
lab technician," 

I know better, an eight-year old could count testtubes 

as well as me & $2,63 a week would be plenty for him. 

When Darlene gets her certificate, she'll be teaching school 
& I'll relax to monastic study and contemplation 
of the poetic foot. 

By the way, a new pair of shoes is in order about now, 
traction comes in handy on icy train platforms. 

Would I accept a full-time position as a CTA motorman? 

Not likely, but I'm in the mood for some kind of full-time 
occupation. 





I've heard there's a lot of demand for a poet/astronaut “ 

on the next space mission, 

And I'd consider a professorship at THE UNDERSEA UNIVERSITY 

Or a high paying sinecure as the Curator of THE FRISBEE HALL OP FAME. 

Remember those slick dudes who made a living demonstrating 
Duncan Yo-Yo's?, but I wouldn't even walk the dog in 
my youth, 

A professional twister seems archaic in 1973, tho in Mexico 
City, i 960 ?, one proposed to my sister. 

Do those hills between Acapulco & Mexico City really contain 
URANIUM! 

If you'll excuse me, I can't get this scattered "click, click, 
clickclickclick ... click click” 

out of my head. 


Adios, 

'^iconcl^ 

Richard Friedman 

1 / 13/73 


1 Daniel D. TeoH Jr. 

Archival Collection 
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